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letter is treasured among my papers filled to overflowing
with the strong and earnest gratitude of a stranger and a
Dane for the kindness we had rendered to one who loved
'not wisely* perchance, 'but too well,' to that son who
had been lost, and was found too late; one, too, whose
* course of true love' had brought him from distant Den-
mark to a green hillock among the dead, beneath a lonely
tower among the trees, by the Cornish sea. What a pic-
ture was that which we saw painted upon the bosom and
limbs of a dead man, of fond and faithful love, of severed
and broken hearts, of disappointed hope, of a vacant chair
and a hushed voice in a far away Danish home!
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about three miles from Morwenstow as the
crow flies, and five or six by road, on the coast, is a
little church and hamlet called Wellcombe. The
church probably occupies the site of a cell of St.
Nectan, and is dedicated to him. It is old and was
interesting.1 The parish forms a horseshoe with the
heels toward the sea, which is here reached by a
rapidly descending glen ending in a cove. It is a
small parish, with some 230 inhabitants, people of
1 Alas! here the wrecker has been at work. There were
carved bench-ends with curious heads, technically called
poppy-heads, but unlike any I have seen elsewhere,
unique, I believe. These heads have been cut off, thrown
away and the bench-ends stuck against the screen. The
seats are now of deal.

